shining soul of a jest,’’ and the fishermen 
en faces brighten and sof.en under the genis 
ienece of warmth and light. 
heir always voluble tongues become more so—l'all 
is the time—they hitch up their belts (worn low abo 
loins so the shirt bags in front like a Fedora vest 
give their caps a jauntier tip. They swagger a bi 
iculate with more abandon, chatter with more vi 
ity, become more southern, Italian, expansive an 
uresque. On foggy days the picture is changed; 
ymes a study in brown and gray: the sails, the n 
22d out on the pier to dry, even the men themselve 
; much as can be seen of them—are tan colored « 
vn, that beautiful brown which is born of tan-bari 
y, sun and salt-water. 
he water that ripples past the piles is leaden like tt 
above it; the pier itself is an indeterminate brownis 
“The smell of ships, that earnest of romance,” 
Ihe air, the schooners on the bay look mysterious an) 
ntom-like. One can fancy pallid, gray-clad, gnosti 
res are stealing. about their decks, and one’s 
back to the dreams of long ago, the fancies, 
ginings of childhood, when to be a wild-eyed pirat 
iperlative courage and accomplishments—who route 
h-of-war single-handed, conquered everybody, gra 
sly spared the brave, protected the weak and the 
ol] away, away, away, over the sea in search of gol 
adventure—seemed the most aristocratic and de 
tful of occupations. : 
it fog or sunshine, the nets must be mended and th 
is disentangled, so almost every day in the year ta 
s are dotted with stooping, laboring figures, and tw 
xen rows of lateen sail boats line the wharf, rising an 
ng in the water with a sickening little roll as thi 
es strike them broadside. Sometimes, when one 
fishermen die, they fly gay red, white and green flags 
mostly bob quietly up and « down entirely unadorne 


